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THE Old man no sooner recov- 
red from his surprise, than he, in a 
wate of distraction, rushed out of the 
pouse and pursued the soldiers ; but it 
yas with difficulty he could discover 
ven the road they had taken. ‘That 
iscovery, however, inspired him with 
hope; for he was acquainted with a 
yay across the fields, of which they 
vere entirely ignorant, and was thus 
nabled to get into the public road, and 
procure assistance from two or three 
farm houses, full a quarter of an hour 
before they reached the end of the lane. 
Ten stout men, armed with guns and 
pitchforks, therefore, lay in ambush for 
their arrival ;.and suddenly bursting 
out, surrounded and disarmed the three 
villians, and safely delivered Young 
§ Oldfield into the arms of his old friend. 
The fellows being thus taken and se- 
cured, soon came to a confession : from 
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som Which it appeared, that Sinister’s stew- 
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wrtil ff ard had employed and instructed them ; 
of and that they received twenty pounds 
vt ‘ ; 

*? "Beach for undertaking the business, and 
ise-f/ Were to have these sums made up to 
‘uve f/* five hundred whenever it should be com- 
pos 


pleted. They owned they were smug- 
glers, and not soldiers; and the de- 
sign was, first to carry him into Wales, 
“Mend from thence to transport him to 
the continent, where he was to be left 
without a shilling in his pocket, and 
consequently there would be no great 
chance of his ever getting back again. 
The old man went the next day to H. 
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THE HEIR OF THE HOUSE OF OLDFIELD. with the three soldiers, and young Old- 


field; and obtained from the magis- 
trates, a warrant for the apprehension 
of Sinister, as well as his steward. But 
the latter had just taken French leave 
of Oldfield Hall; and his master had, 
a few hours before, set out on his jour- 
ney to appear at the Bar ofa still more 
tremendous tribunal! It appeared that 
for some days, either in spite, or in 
consequence of his skilful house-keep- 
er’s infallible plaister, a gangrene had 
evidently taken place; and, while she 
and the steward were instructing the 
ruffians, Old Sinister beginning to sus- 
pect the truth, called his servants ‘to- 
gether, and taking his will, which con- 
tained a legacy to the house-keeper and 
her children, of ten thousand pounds, 
immediately thrust it into the fire; de- 
claring that the law would dispose of 
his property exactly as he wished, by 
giving every shilling to his son. Not- 
withstanding his injunctions of secrecy, 
this intelligence reached the ears of the 
copartners in iniquity, within half an 
hour of their return ; and they accord- 
ingly took care, in the course of the 
night, to make ample preparation for the 
event. Long before daylight, every thing 
of value, that was easy to be concealed, 
found its way to a distant secret depo- 
sitory ; and old Sinister, whose dread- 
ful groans for a great part of the night, 
kept most of the family awake, was in 
the morning discovered to have breathed 
his last. It was the intention of the 
steward, and this tender house-keeper, 
to carry their depredations still farther; 
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but in consequence of a letter, which at 
noon arrived from young Sinister, 
mentioning that he had just landed, and 
would be at Oldfield Hall next ‘day, 
they judged it most expedient for the 
steward immediately to decamp into 
Wales; whither ske was to follow, the 
moment she could prevail on young Si- 
nister to make her a handsome legal 
settlement. 


( To be concluded in our next.) 
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AVOID BAD COMPANY! 

“¢ Evil 
good manners.” Man is an imitative 
animal, an} when the powertul influ- 
ence of example coincides with the im- 
pulse of Passion, it requires great firm-| 
ness of mind, indeed, to withstand their | 
united solicitations. Cautiously, there- | 
fore, avoid that vortex of temptation, 
which is formed by associating with) 
Vicious or irregular characters. And 
as you would preserve the purity of 
your morals »v avoiding viczous com- 
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communications corrupt! 





pany, be equaliv sedulous to guard your 
manners by avoiding dow company. 
Corruption of mind, vulgarity of con- 
versation, and a disgusting awkward. | 
ness of deportment, are the inseparable 
consequences of such an intercourse. 
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MENTAL DISORDERS. 
Sir, As the human mind is generally 
influenced by its interests, prejudices, 


and passions, and as these causes ope- | 


rate too often to the destruction of 
mankind, I should think that one who 
would attempt their cure should not be 
considered as an empiric, because his 
advice might differ from general prac- 
tice ; with this hope, I shall lay before | 
you a few instances in which I have | 
had unusual success. 

John Smooth was a young man who | 
had just commenced business, and had | 
a smile and a shake of the hand for 
every person he met, whom he accost- 
ed with the terms of, “my good sir,” 
“my dear friend,” “ my worthy tel- 
low >” He adopted every man’s opinion, 
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| at the same time he appeared to Sacr, 


fice his own, “‘only to their bette, 


judgment : ” he would be always pa, 
ticularly happy to see you, to take, 
dinner or a bottle of wine, but woul, 
be sure to be denied at dinner hour, 
and heartily, regret, the next time }y 
saw you, that he happened to be fron 
home: his professions of regard wer 
unceasing, and he affected to be a ge. 
neral philanthropist. I cured this dis. 
order, by prevailing upon his acquaint. 
ances to affect an appearance of poverty, 
and a total inability of serving him; 
and also to drop a few hints of wantin 


a small sum towards supporting thei 


credit: John immediately began tobe. 
have in a mare rational and respectable 
manner ; his squeeze of the hand is not 
near so violent, and his, “ worthy fel 
low,” and “ dear friend, ” are changed 
for a “ how d’ye do,”—“ a fine day, 
or, * sir, ’m your humble servant.” 


( To be continued. ) 
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TO THE EDITOR. 


SiR, 

An unfortunate accident has in- 
duced me to apply to you for advice.— 
You must know my mistress had got 
hold of a book called, “MZedea’s Kettle, 
or the art of restoring decayed beauty,” 
which contains a recipe for an znfalli- 
ble cosmetic, to produce a most beauti- 
ful complexion. ‘This we mixed up, 
and I am sure we put every thing in, 
and exactly according to the directions; 
I spread it on her face when she went 
to bed. But there must be a mistake 
somewhere, for on hastening to see her 
in the morning, what do you think I 
beheld ?—Her whole face was a bright 
sky-blue ! Only think how shocking, : 


| I thought I should have dropped,—— 


could not help laughing neither, she 
looked so comical. As for my mistress, 
to be sure she would have gone out of 
her wits, if Ll had not assured her, we 
should certainly be able to extract the 
colour with warm water. Warm wa- 





ter we tried, scalding water we tried, 
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jt the poor lady’s face remained just 
. same. We were now upon the 
int of giving up any further attempts, | 
hen the laundress proposed trying 
rome stuff, muriatic acid I think she 
lied it; which she employed to take { 
tains out of linen. This we accord- 
ingly did, and I do believe we should 
ave completely succeeded, but that the 
acid was yellowish and mixing with 
the blue, produced a delicate pea-green. 
This is my lady’s present colour, and 
here we stick. We intend trying scald- 
ing water again, and you shall have an 
early account of the next boiling ; but 
in the mean time, for goodness sake do 
give us your advice and assistance. 
For my part, I am almost afraid of ap- 
plying the hot water, lest we may only 
change her to some other colour, which 
Ishould be sorry to do, as I have ra- 
ther. a fancy for pea-green. This might 
certainly be the case. Lobsters, you 
know, change colour when boiled, and 
so do lilac ribbons. This is an idea of 
!my own—but I hear my mistress’ bell, 
and as I cannot attend at pr:sent, to 
any body in the world but her, I have 


only time to subscribe myself, 
Tabitha Toilet. | 
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THE AFFECTED WOMAN. 


AND LITERARY MISCELLANY. 





She first sets up for something ex-| 
traordinary, and on this account must) 
distinguish herself, right or wrong.— 
She would have it thought, that she is 
formed of finer clay than other people, 
and that she has no common earth about 
her: hence she neither moves or speaks 
like other people, because it is vulgar ; 
and as ordinary English is too coarse 
for her, she has a language of her own, 
the words of which she minces.—Her 
looking-glass, in the morning, directs 
all her motions for the day, she comes 
mto a room as if her limbs, were set on 
ill made screws, which puts the compa- 
ny in q panic lest the pretty thing 
should drop some of her artificial per- 
son as she moves. When she wishes 
to appear soft and languishing, there is 
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unnatural, that her frowns are far more 


} engaging. Her discourse is a senseless 


chime of empty words, a heap of com- 
pliments, so equally applied to every 
different person, that they are neither 
valued nor believed. 


ee ee 
The VIPER and the LEECH. 


We both prick, said the viper one day to the 
simple leech, we both prick ; and yet I do not 
know how it is, you are a grear favorite, and 
every body runs away from me, or strives to 
knock me on the head. 

Don’t you know why, my little dear replied 
the other—we both prick, true enough, but my 
sting gives life to the sick, and yours kill the 
man who has the strongest health. 
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Tobe too confident ofour success and abilities, 
at our first outset in life, naturally leads to ex- 
travagance and neglect ; we are disappointed 
that our ambition is not gratified, so early as 
we expected, and consequently sicken at that 
employment which occasions our mortification 
and chagrin—yet diflidence and timidity are 
far worse companions to struggle with through 
the rugged path of life: we continually stum- 


ble on dangers in our hazardous voyage ; while 


they chiefly contribute to multiply adversity, 
and paint the events that may succeed, worse 
than those we have already suffered. 
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A butcher of considerable eminence was late- 
ly in company with some ladies at a game ot 
quadrille where, unfortunately, he did not ex- 
hibit himself as a very clever fellow. After 
having lost two or three pools, one ofthe la- 
dies, addressing him, asked, ‘pray sir, what 
are stakes now ?” To which he immediately re- 
plied, ** Madam, the best rump 1 cannot sell 
less than ten pence a pound.” 
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A gentleman asked 4 colonel of militia a few 
days ago, how the besiegers at Valenciennes in 
1793 managed to destroy the men working in 
the zigzags. The repiy from the intelligent 
warrior was, ** By having croofed artillery to be 
sure.” 

——2 +e 


| Judge Jeffries taking a very great dislike to 
an evidence who had along beard, told him 
that if his conscience was as long as his beard, 
it was a swinging one. To which the man re- 
plied. “* My lord, if you measvre consciences hy 
beards, you have none at all.” 

— + @o-— 


A traveller coming into the kitchen of an im 
in a very cold night, stood so close to the fire 
that he burnt his boots. An arch rogue who 


stood in the chimney corner, cried out to him, 
“sir, youll burn your spurs presently,” My 
boots you mean, I stippose, No sir, replied the 
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Shake the Forum round and 

Shake the pijlars of the earth ! 
First born of Liberty divine ! 

Put on religion’s bright array; 

Speak! and the starless grave shall shine 

The portal of ecernal day. 

Rise, kindling with the orient beam, 
Let Calv’ry’s hill inspire the theme, 
Hearp ye those loud-contending waves, Untold the garments roll’d in blood; 

That shook Cecropia’s pillar’d state ? | O, touch the soul—touch all her chords 
Saw ye the mighty from their graves + With all th omnipotence of words, 

Look up, and tremble at her fate ? And point the way to heaven—to God. 
Who shali calm the angry storm ? ; a 
Who the mighty task perform ? TO MISS , On her birth day. 

And bid the raging tumult cease ? ’T1s not the beaming eye, whose powerful ry 
See, the son of Hermes rise, ¥ Can awe or soften, quicken or control; 
With syren tongue and speaking éyes, Tis not the beauties that around thee play, 

Hush the noise, and soothe the peace. Which wake the sense and steal into thy sou, 
See the olive branches waving ’Tis not those charms which in a court woul 

O’er Ilissus’ winding stream, shine ; 

Their lovely limbs the Naiads laving, The magic voice and the harmonious lay, 

The Muses smiling by, supreme. That call affection to thy natal shrine, 

See the nymphs and swains advancing, And bid me there the votive homage pay: 
To harmonious measures dancing : No,—’tis the mental graces as they blend, 

Gratefal Io Pzans rise i With modest sense and tenderness combin§ 
To thee, O Power! who can inspire With all the endearing virtues of the friend, 
Soothing words—or words of fire, ¥ Within thy warm and feeling heart enshrin’d 

And shook thy plumes in Attic skies! No,—*tis not to th’ angelic form I bend— 
Lo! from the regions of the north, I bend me to the more angelic mind. 

The redd’ning storm of battle pours, a 
Rolis along the trembling earth, TO A YOUNG LADY. 

Fastens on th’ Olynthian towers. Who asserted kissing was out of fashiox. 
** Where rests the sword ‘—where sleep the Emma ! beware che giddy train 

brave? : That fashicn holds to view ; 
‘* Awake! Cecropia’s ally save Her gaudy trappings please the vain, 

‘* From the fury of the blast ; But surely please not you. 
** Burst the storm on Phoci’s walls, No borrow’d lustre you assume, 
** Rise! or Greece for ever falls, You works of art disown ; 

** Up, or Freedom breathes her last.” The coral lip and roseate bloom, 
The jarring states, obsequieus now, Emma! are all your own. 

View the Patriot's hand on high ; Talk not of fashion then to me, 
Thunder gathering on his brow, Who know and feel your skill, 

Lightning flashing from his eye. And who can clearly plainly see, 
Borne by the tide of wards along, You lead him when you will. 

One voice, one mind, inspire the throng— Custom and nature both combine 

**To arms! to arms! to arms!” they crys To make us seek true bliss ; 

*¢ Grasp the shield and draw the sword, Where can we find it more divine, 
** Lead us t@ Philippi’s lord, Thar in a virtuous Kiss? 

** Let us conquer him or die !” siadeameaimiiacades 
Ah ! Eloquence, thou wast undone ; 

Wast from thy native country driven, 
When tyranny eclips’d the, sun, Go Sigh! go, viewless herald of my breast, 

And blotted out the stars of heaven. And breathe upon the roses of his cheek! 
When liberty from Greece withdrew, | | Play round his brow in waving ringlets drest, 
And o’er the Adriatic flew And whisper more than timid love dares 

To where the Tiber pours his urn: speak ! 
She struck the rude Tarpeian rock, Ah! steal not near his lips presumptuous sigh, 
Sparks were kindled by the stroke ; Sure fascination will enthrall thee there ! 

Again thy fires began to burn. Nor temptthe dear delicious, dang’rous snare, 
Now shining forth, thou mad’st compliant That lurks about the witchcraft of his eye ! 

The conscript fathers to thy charms, But to his pensive ear impart my love ; 
Rous’d the world bestriding giant, In murmurs soft my tender woes relate ; 

Sinking fast in slavery’s arms. Tell him, eternal anguish is thy fate, 

I see thee stand by Freedom’s fane, If cold indifference should thy tale reprove. 
Pouring the persuasive strain, Then, if he scorns thee, come poor trembling 

Giving vast conceptions birth : 1 guest, 

Hark! I hear thy thunders sound, And live the silent partner of my breast. 





ODE TO ELOQUENCE. 
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sonnet—To a sigh. 











